-Chapter One





           “I just had the worst day imaginable. My car wouldn’t start, I didn’t get into college until ten, and my boyfriend just dumped me.”


             Vicky had been having problems at college recently, and often thought about leaving. She was telling her best friend Mel how bad her day was.


           “Dave dumped you?” Mel asked.


           “Yes. He said my college life was taking over our relationship and didn’t want to be with someone who cared more about her career than her boyfriend. I..I…-” She burst into tears and Mel put her arm around her.


          “I can’t do this! I can’t keep on pretending that everything’s fine! I just want to curl up into a ball and go to sleep and never wake up again.”


          “You don’t mean that, Vicky!” Mel shouted.


          “I need a holiday. I can’t handle these pressures. I shouldn’t have to. I want to go somewhere warm and sunny, maybe meet someone who really cares about and understands me.”


          “Okay, we’ll go to Newquay in our gap year.” Mel assured her.


          “No. No Newquay. I need to go somewhere far away. I need to escape. Alone. I don’t belong here.” Vicky said. Depressed.


         “You’re still upset. I’ll put the kettle on.” Mel started to walk into the kitchen. Then Vicky shrieked.


         “Listen to me Mel! I CAN’T COPE! I’m packing my things. I’m leaving first thing in the morning for the airport and getting a plane to...wherever as soon as possible.”


 


The next morning Mel chased her to Filton airport.


    “You can’t go. You’ve got too much going on here!”


    “Like..what…my failing A-Levels, my bills, my crappy car??”


    “No…like me.” Mel started to cry. Vicky stopped and dropped her bag. She took a long look at her old friend and her expression softened. Vicky ran to her and hugged her.


     “You know that I don’t want to leave you!” Vicky cried.


     “Then don’t! Stay one more week, and try to sort your head out and get your priorities straight!”  Vicky looked at her friend’s tears, and decided that Mel was right, that it would be better if she had time to think about it.


     “Okay. You’re right. I shall stay.” Vicky groaned. Mel screamed.


     “Thank you!!”





A week later, Vicky was in the lounge, reading a Jackie Collins novel, when there was a knock at the door.


“Mel, can you get that?” No answer, she must have gone out. Vicky got up, and answered it. It was Paul, the grunger  who’d had a crush on her since the beginning of secondary school. He liked to think he was some sort of witch who could cast spells. At school he was one of her few friends and sometimes they’d try magic and ouiji boards just for fun. Vicky was never really sure of him, but she felt obligated to keep in touch with him since leaving because she was so unpopular and he took pity on her.


     “May I help you?” Vicky asked.


     “My mum and dad threw me out…I need somewhere to stay.” He said shrugging.


     “Oh! So sorry to hear that but it’s up to Mel-” Paul pushed past her.


“Hmm…looks a lot nicer than when you and Mel first moved in, is it OK if I crash here I’m so tired from my journey.” He started unloading his bags onto the floor and headed over to Vicky’s favourite ottoman.


“Paul this is a bad time. You should have called.” Vicky looked over assertively with her hands on her hips when she saw Paul was fast asleep. She started muttering to herself when she heard footsteps. It would be Mel. Vicky tried to cover the guest with some rugs but they kept falling off. Suddenly she walked in. 


         “What the hell is he doing here?” She shouted.


         “Shh he’s asleep!” Vicky informed her, whilst pushing her into the kitchen.


         “I want him out of the flat now!”


         “Mel have a heart, he’s been evicted!” Vicky cried.


         “NOT. MY. PROBLEM.” She bellowed. Vicky tried to reason with her, but Mel wouldn’t budge. Vicky left her to her own devices and invited Paul on a walk to the park with her. They caught up on what life was like to each other lately. Vicky decided not to tell him she had broken up with Dave, not that it made much difference.


         “I think you’re amazing Vicky.” He whispered, taking her hand. She looked at him and she pulled it away.


         “Stop. This won’t get you back into the flat.” He grabbed her around the waist and told her swiftly:


          “I’m not doing this to get into your flat.” He said softly. She pushed him to the ground, and apologised.


           “That’s okay, I know about you and Dave. The lucky bastard,” Vicky chuckled slightly. “So have you been getting into magic lately?” Paul asked eagerly. Vicky brushed her long golden fringe back with her fingers.


           “No…but maybe I’d like to.” She faltered.


           “Well it’s the weekend, so lets give it a go together yeah?”


           “Oh…I’m not sure.”


           “Vicky you are talented, plus you don’t live with your mum anymore. You’re free, to do what you want, any old time.” He sang. Vicky laughed.


           “Yeah I guess you’re right. Okay be at my flat at seven and show me some new tricks of yours. Don’t worry about Mel.” She handed him the card of a bed and breakfast and walked off, leaving Paul staring at her in awe.





It was five minutes past seven and Paul and Vicky were on the sofa with the lights dimmed. They were leaning sideways on the back of it, just staring into space.


“Well I’d better get some bin liner and chalk for the pentagram.” Vicky strolled off into the kitchen nervously; she got it out onto the floor and started drawing. Paul just looked at her.


            “Paul can you help me by lighting some of the pink candles over there please?” She said, struggling to keep the bin liner straight. He did as he was told, and then told her:


             “I’m going to show you a teleportation spell,” he said, matter of factly.


             “Okay.” She watched with wide eyes. He sat on the pentagram with his legs crossed, chanting:


                   


                    Dissatisfied with where I sit


                    I’d like to move, Gods


                    So help me a bit.


                    Move me mind, body and soul


                    Move me Paul, one and all


                    Take me to her kitchen, to make some tea


                    As I will, so mote it be.





He made an odd movement with his arms and then hummed for a few minutes, and suddenly he disappeared. Vicky got up, shouting for Paul. Suddenly he reappeared from the kitchen with two cups of tea.


         “Oh my god!” Vicky shrieked, hugging Paul. He put the beverages down on her coffee table. 


         “It was really easy you could learn it too!” He said happily.


         “Please teach me!” She pleaded.


         “Anything for you my dear.” She sat down on the pentagram, and he told her that she had to make wherever she wanted to go rhyme and keep the chant flowing. Next she couldn’t get the arm movement right. She was getting frustrated with herself.


         “Hey chill, it took me a while to get all the bugs out too! Let me show you.” He put his hands on her arms and guided them up and down and around in swirl-like motions. He kept doing it until they were at a steady rhythm. Suddenly they slowed down. They turned to face each other, and kissed each other. She looked up at him and with disgust she finally realised what she had been doing for the last few hours. This wasn’t what she wanted at all. She needed normalisation, not Paul. She pushed Paul off herself. He got up.


             “Cow!” He shouted. Vicky got up after him and tried to explain herself.


             “Paul, I didn’t mean to hurt you, I’ve broken up with Dave, and I was just…“ He called her a cold-hearted bitch and walked out.


              An hour later Mel came home to find Vicky rolled up in the bin liner. There were three empty bottles of Bacardi Breezer next to her on the floor. Mel immediately rushed to Vicky and sat her up.


            “Wake up Vicky!” She shouted. Vicky mildly stirred, and rambled a few nonsense words with her eyes shut. Mel led Vicky to her room and put her on her bed. She looked at Vicky as she curled up, and noticed how unhappy she looked.





Vicky was walking down the corridor at college, when she noticed girls giving her dirty looks, and a group of rough boys pushed into her.


“Slut.”


“What?” Vicky walked up to them. One of them turned around, laughing.


“Paul told us what you did. That you slept with him and then you ditched him. What a whore!” 


“What? That is not-” Vicky looked behind them, she saw Paul smirking at her. She considered talking to him, but it would probably make things worse. Instead, she walked out of college and burst into tears. She finally realised what a loser he was. She should never had become friends with him in the first place.


          Late at night when she was in the flat alone, she was getting drunk again, when she had an idea. She got out the bin liner, and drew another pentagram. She lit lots of candles, and sat down. She remembered what Paul had taught her.


              


                   Dissatisfied with where I live,


                   Give me all the help you can give


                   Move me mind body and soul


                   Move me, Victoria, one and all


                   Take me anywhere far from here


                   To let me please, get my head clear.





Almost at once, a wind started blowing around the room. It blew out all the candles, and all the magazines fell off the coffee table. Vicky struggled to the light switch so she could see where she was going. She didn’t make it; she was knocked back to where she was sitting. Suddenly, a brilliant white light appeared in front of her, and she heard an old, female voice. It whispered.


            “Touch the light, come inside”, it appeared to say the same thing over and over again, until she was mesmerised by it. Her hand was drawn to it, and as soon as she touched it, her molecular structure started to crumble, and her body was literally fading away. Vicky felt terrified of what was happening, but also somehow sure. She began to allow it to happen, and embrace the wind wherever it took her. She shut her eyes. At that moment, the door opened and Mel entered.


            “Hey Vick-what the hell?” Before Mel could get into the living room, she was blown out into the hall outside the flat. The door slammed shut, and she started trying to open it, turning the knob and banging on the door. It was no use, and Vicky disappeared altogether. As soon as she went, the wind stopped, and Mel fell in. She looked up.


          “Vicky?” She asked. She saw the bin liner, empty drink bottles and candles. “Oh no…not again! Vicky? Where are you?” She went into the kitchen. Nothing. She went into their bedrooms. Nothing. She went into the bathroom. Nothing. She began to sob, when the telephone rang. After composing herself, she picked up the receiver.


           “Mel and Vicky’s?”


           “Mel, it’s Dave. Can I speak to Vicky?” The voice asked.


           “Sorry Dave, she’s not here right now. Can I take a message?” She asked, still looking around.


           “I bet she is there. She just doesn’t want to talk to me. I’m coming round, I gotta talk to her.”


           “Dave, she’s-” Before she could explain, he hung up. She put the phone down, and she sighed, pouring herself a Bacardi.�






Chapter Two





Vicky was being flung around somewhere by a bright light. She guessed she was in some sort of astral plane, but she was still in her physical body. She was getting dizzy, and she suddenly stopped. She just stood there, and things became less hazy. She could make out trees and bushes. She was in a forest. She was in a clearing though. As soon as everything became lucid, she noticed a face in front of her. It looked angry, yet soothed. It was a male face, yet not quite. She looked down. He was pointing an arrow at her neck, from his big bow. This made Vicky incredibly anxious.


              “Who are you? What is a human doing in Mirkwood? He asked her forwardly.


              “What? I’m Vicky, and I don’t know what I’m doing here. Someone or something brought me here. Now can you please drop the arrow? I am not armed. I’m quite defenceless I can assure you.” She told him, putting on her sweetest face. As soon as he put his arrow back in his satchel, she kneed him in the stomach and ran away from him in terror. He doubled up in pain, for a second, and then ran after her. It didn’t take long for him to catch up to her. He pushed her to the ground, and leaned on her, pointing an arrow at her head this time.


                     “Any person here who is not an official of the Lady of the Wood is automatically put in custody until found to have a reason of trespassing here.” He looked at her now, half exasperated, half bewildered. She glanced at him. She noticed his long thick blonde hair with plaits. Then she noticed his pointed ears, and then his well crafted arrows and bow. He was the strangest thing she’d ever seen, but in a way, quite beautiful. While studying him, the creature took his arrow down and was about to tie her hands together with some of the rope hanging from his belt, when his ears twitched.


           “Uruk-hai!” He cried. He threw her into a bush and looked swiftly at the extraordinary monster running savagely towards him. In the blink of an eye, he flung an arrow into his bow, aimed it at the monster and shot it down. Vicky looked at the man in awe. Then a few more of the monsters came towards him. He shot two of them down, but one got away. He couldn’t see where it went, but he shot another one coming. Suddenly he heard Vicky screaming. He looked in her direction and saw her being dragged away by an Orc. He immediately ran to her aid and drew his sword. He stabbed the Orc in the back, making it let go of Vicky and scream in agony. He grabbed her hand and led her away.


            “Come we must leave this place, for it is not safe for a maiden, or an unarmed human.” He said, looking in every direction.


             Vicky and the strange man were in a large, comfortable bedroom.


             “You may stay here. It will be your chamber until we pass judgement on your status.”


              “My what? Who are you?” She asked, completely puzzled.


              “I am Legolas Greenleaf, Prince of Northern Mirkwood, son of Thranduil.” He said, almost proud.


              “More to the point…what are you?”


              “If you mean my race of people, we are Sindarin Elves.” She fainted onto the floor, making Legolas rush to resuscitate her. She came to half an hour later. She was in a chair in the corner of her room. She gasped, then remembered the sequence of events in the last few hours. Legolas rushed back in.


              “You are awake, and just in time for supper.” He smiled, bringing her a jade-green coloured velvet dress.


              “Supper? What’s with the dress? Why am I being treated like a Queen when I am your prisoner?” She asked, scratching her head in frustration.


              “All unarmed female prisoners of Mirkwood and Rivendell are treated with hospitality and respect until their trial” He explained, handing her the dress. “You must wear this.” He told her.


              “What is this? Why do you talk like that? It’s 2002 for crying out loud.” He gave her a funny look.


              “The fall must have damaged your head, for that time is in at least eight-hundred years.” He informed her, feeling her forehead. He shocked her by what he told her, and by touching her.


              “Get your hands off me!” She screamed at him. He shut his eyes. Without moving his lips, he told her to put the clothing on, or be sent to the dungeons for the night.


              “Hey how did you do that? Without moving your lips I mean?” She asked, going behind a wall with the dress.


              “You must not be familiar with the elves…we are sometimes telepathic.” He was again bewildered with her, simply for not knowing of the most well known power the Elves hold. She emerged from behind the wall a few minutes later, smoothing down the dress with her fingers. He looked at her, catching his breath.


             “You look, slightly lovelier in that dress than the men’s clothes you were wearing but five minutes ago.” He half smiled. 


              “Thanks…I think.” She said, putting some of her hair behind her ears. He looked at her again, and jerked his head. What a strange, enchanting creature. He thought. She was thinking the exact same thing. �






Chapter Three





He escorted his guest to the dining room, where there were three people waiting, a woman, a man, and a servant.


              “Good evening Lord Elrond, and Lady Galadriel, this is my guest, Belaralia.” Vicky was puzzled until Legolas whispered in an ear.


              “It is your Elvish name.” Vicky was flattered by his effort of giving her a name. 


She reached to shake hands with them, until she saw Legolas frantically shake his head. She sat down, and then shook their hands.


            “It is a pleasure to make both your acquaintances.” Vicky told them. They smiled without saying anything, and gestured to Legolas. He sat down, and motioned to the servant to make himself scarce, he obeyed, and Elrond spoke.


             “Legolas, what do you make of the recent Orc attacks?” He asked him.


             “It seems to be random. I’m not sure if their behaviour is anything to worry about, although I make a suggestion of keeping our guard numbers up.” Vicky didn’t have a clue what they were all talking about, so she kept quiet, although she noticed Galadriel staring at her often.


              “That seems to be a good suggestion, but what of their arrows? They have been notably sharper! Well for the time being I have no thoughts on that matter. It does not bother me, as our infantry is notably larger, and our fighting skills are more developed, but they may catch up with us.” Legolas was about to comment, but dinner began to arrive, and Vicky gawped at the amount of the wonderful food before her eyes. She was about to tuck into her plate, when she noticed Galadriel, Elrond and Legolas silently praying. She joined in, until they began eating. When they had finished eating, Galadriel finally spoke.


              “Belaralia?” She asked. Vicky did not answer. “Belaralia?” She asked again, mildly irritated. Legolas gracefully brushed one of his elongated, tapered fingers on a sleeve of her dress.


               “Er…yes?” Vicky asked, realising she was Belaralia.


               “Where do you come from?” Vicky could see a flicker of suspicion in Galadriel’s eyes. She didn’t know what to tell her, because she could end up being prosecuted. Then she heard Legolas telepathically prompting her. She heard a sweet whisper and said:


                “The White Downs, east of Hobbiton.” She articulately replied, smiling at Legolas. Galadriel asked her another question.


                “Do tell me, what brought you to my forest?” She smiled politely at Vicky. Again Legolas silently told her what to say.


                “I do not know what brought me here, I wasn’t feeling myself today. I do apologise for trespassing on your sacred land.” Galadriel smiled at her, and again at Legolas. She blinked her eyes twice in a row, and Vicky could hear some beautiful music. She was mesmerised, and was compelled to ask Legolas what it was.


                “Traditional Elvish folk music.” He replied cheerfully, as the dessert arrived. He looked very excited and made movements that seemed like he was trying to get up to dance. Galadriel formally excused herself from the table, and Legolas looked disappointed. Elrond whispered something in Legolas’ ear. Legolas then told Vicky that they should retire to bed, because Elrond had to make plans for forest gurards. Vicky was tired from her long day, and gladly got up and left.


                 Vicky was being escorted back to her chamber by Legolas. 


                “That wasn’t so bad.” Vicky told Legolas.


                “I’m rather fond of supper here too.” He replied, grinning.


                “Must I have a trial?” Vicky asked. Legolas hesitated to answer. “I know I’m innocent of whatever I’m supposed to have done. I was just in my house when I cast a spell and landed in your woods.” She said glumly.


              “Spell? You are an Isatar?” He asked her, puzzled. She shook her head.


              “No…I just do a few spells for fun, now and then...I don’t like to talk about it much, but I cast a teleportation spell. I didn’t choose a specific location, but I was…guided here.” Legolas stopped.


             “Guided? To Mirkwood?” He was shocked. “By whom?”


             “I don’t know…it sounded like a woman, but I couldn’t tell because of the light…a bright light.” This confused Legolas. He didn’t say anything, but he had a good idea of who got her there. They arrived at her room, and they said goodnight to each other. Vicky crawled into her bed and stared at the ceiling. She didn’t like being held in custody for something she didn’t do, but it wasn’t bad here, and she didn’t want to go home, because she knew of all the trouble she would be facing. 


             The next morning she was woken up by what looked like a servant.


            “Prince Legolas has requested your company whilst he swims at the lake, I strongly recommend you go.” 


           Vicky hesitated. 


             “I’ll need a bathing costume.” The servant handed her some flimsy white shorts and a baggy shirt. 


          When she got there, she saw Legolas already in the water, she watched him for what seemed like ages as he swam many lengths in the lake. She stared as he glided like a dolphin. He seemed to belong to the water. His arms appeared to move like propellers. At first she thought he was topless, but he was wearing a cream shirt that had got wet and stuck to his body. Finally, she spoke to him.


           “Hello? You wanted me?” Legolas looked towards her.


           “I wanted to talk to you.” He said, as he waded like a swan to the bank at her feet. He watched as she sat down and put a toe in, then she put her other toe in, and then she put her leg in. 


           “Why do you take so long?” He asked, genuinely puzzled. 


           “Because I don’t swim very often, I am busy…was busy.”


           “Here.” He extended a muscular arm to her, and she trustingly put her hand in his. He pulled her right into the water in the blink of an eye, and she fell deep into the lake. The lake seemed to her to be at least twenty feet deep. She thought she was going to drown as she fell deeper and deeper. She frantically kicked her legs and pulled herself up, and she finally reached the surface of the water, with a splash, making her splutter as she came up for air. She looked angrily at Legolas, then she began to chuckle, then he began to chuckle, soon they were in fits of laughter in the lake, splashing each other.


            Two hours later:


            “You’re really two thousand, nine hundred and thirty three years old?” She asked him, gawping,


            “Yes, I would not lie about my age.”


            “And you are really an Elf?” She asked.


            “Correct! Most of the inhabitants of Mirkwood are Elves.” He laughed.


            “Oh. Sorry about all the questions, I’m just very shocked…by everything that’s happened to me.”


            “I understand. Tell me, do you not miss where you were before you were brought here?”


            “I miss my friends, my dad, but, I don’t know…I never really fit in there. Why do you ask?”


            “I ask not of any reason, but due to mild curiosity.” He sighed.


            “Why am I here?” She asked him.


            “I do not know.”


            “But you invited me here!” She chuckled.


            “Oh…here…I wanted to tell you that your trial awaits you on the third morning of next week”


            “Wednesday, it’s called Wednesday, dear.” She said, matter of factly. He splashed her again.�






Chapter Four





The next few days went in a whirl of excitement. Legolas showed Vicky all of the woodland around them. He showed her Galadriel’s palace. It was a magnificent white colour and was heavily guarded. They went running, they played tag, and he practiced his archery on her. 


              “You must keep still!” Legolas exasperatedly insisted.


              “Sorry, I do apologise, it’s just not very often that a blooming apple is propped up on my head, to be shot by an arrow that could easily miss!”


               “If you kept still I wouldn’t miss. Trust me, I know what I’m doing. Do you trust me melamin?” Melamin is the Sindarin elvish word for friend. Legolas looked deep into her eyes. At that moment she realised what a truly amazing and kind-hearted soul Legolas was. How could she not trust him? She closed her eyes tightly.


                “I trust you. Make it quick. Please make it quick.” Her heart was beating very fast. Legolas kept his eyes locked on the apple as he positioned his arrow on the bow. He put one long tapered finger above the arrow, two below it and he slowly drew the arrow back to his cheek. He kept it there for what seemed like an eternity to Vicky. Suddenly, he released it. It ripped through the air at one hundred miles per hour. Legolas kept looking at the apple. His expression was one of determination. Vicky had her eyes shut tightly. She heard a loud noise which made her open her eyes. Legolas was standing in front of her with a smug smile on his face. He was holding out apple chunks in the palm of his hand. Vicky looked above herself and there was his arrow in the tree.


                   “Take it, it’s yours.” He gestured at the arrow. She smiled at him and turned to face the arrow. She laid her hand down on the tree, with the arrow between her thumb and index finger, and pulled it out with the other hand. Vicky and Legolas couldn’t stop smiling at each other. 


                    “Would you like to try this with your new arrow?” He asked her.


                    “No! I’d kill you!” She looked shocked. He couldn’t help but laugh.


                    “I didn’t mean the apple exercise, I meant just practising on the tree.”


                    “Oh, OK then.” Legolas  handed her the bow. She positioned her new arrow on the bow, aimed, and shot. It missed the tree and landed in some bushes. Legolas started laughing at her again and Vicky punched him on the arm. 


               “Smug bar steward!”�









Chapter Five





Vicky heard a knock on the door. 


         “Who’s there?” She asked.


         “Me.” Vicky ran to the door and opened it. “Hi Legolas.” She smiled.


         “I have to tell you something rather important. It’s been weighing on my mind for quite some time now.” His concerned look made Vicky uneasy.


         “Go ahead.” Vicky replied. Legolas shut the door.


         “You were brought here by Galadriel. Occasionally her energy patterns interfere with the natural balance around the Woods, and it does things like bring thunderstorms, or sometimes it can kill small animals, but it in this case, it brought you here, because of the interference with your…spell.” He told her.


          “So…it’s not my fault?” She looked up at him. He looked down at her sweet innocent face, and couldn’t bring himself to tell her what he was about to.


           “Yes, and it means you will be sent back home, and have no recollection of what happened or where you went.” He looked as she started walking around the room. 


           “But, that’s not fair! It’s invading my mind!”


           “I understand, but it’s a law of the forest.”


           “Why didn’t you tell me, or them, sooner?”


           “Because I did not wish to upset you. I did not wish for you to leave Mirkwood.”


           “Why not?” She demanded.


           “Because…I have grown rather fond of your company.” She looked at him; her understanding expression became one of disgust.


           “You selfish pig!” She slapped him, and left the house. He sat down on her bed, and looked unhappily out of the window.


                 She sat at the bank of the lake, throwing in some of the stones she had found nearby. She started to sob. Because of his selfishness I could have been stuck in this place as his prisoner forever, all because he had “grown rather fond of my company” she mimicked in his elvish accent. What a stuck-up toff. 


                 She nearly jumped as she heard her name being called out. She looked behind her and saw Legolas running towards her.


                 “I apologise. It was not right of me to want to keep you here for my own selfish reasons, and I have spoken to the council of Galadriel. You may go to her tower to await transportation to your home next week.” There was an awkward silence.


                  “Thank you.” She finally said as he sat down beside her. She was still upset at him for lying to her, but he warmed her heart. 


                  “I get so lonely as a Prince. You might not think it, but I have no real friends, apart from my old comrade Gimli.”


                  “I don’t believe that for a second.” She said.


                 “It’s true.” He replied glumly. “I just wanted you to be my friend. You wouldn’t have technically been my prisoner. I really like you.” He looked deep into her eyes. He tilted his head. Vicky didn’t say anything, but he put one of his hands to her face and gently kissed her on the lips, making her quiver. He quickly turned away and gushed. “I do not know what came over me.”


                 “Shh..” Vicky said, taking his hands and passionately kissing him. After a few minutes, they stopped.


                  “We mustn’t do this. You are leaving tomorrow. If we become too attached you will not want to leave.” He told her woefully. 


                 “Too late.” She whispered. She started moving her hands up and down his chest absent-mindedly. He grabbed her tightly round the waist and kissed her with a mighty force. She pushed his hands away, and asked him a question.


                “Are you in love with me?” 


                “Yes, I can say with all the certainty in Middle-Earth that I am.” They both smiled to each other, and carried on kissing. Then Legolas pulled himself away. He opened his mouth and his eyes welled up. He had suddenly realised something.


                “Bel, I cannot touch you...” Vicky became puzzled.


                “Why? Because your Elf parts aren’t compatible with me?” She chuckled. Legolas became embarrassed and his cheeks turned red. He finally brought himself to tell her:


                “By law Elves are not permitted to engage in…relations…until they are binded in matrimony…and Elves may only marry their own…you have not engaged in relations yourself have you?”


                “No…but…why must law come into love?” She asked him.


                “Of this I am not sure but what I am sure of is that we cannot be together.” He told her sadly.


                “Why? We don’t need to have sex!” He looked at her, and passionately kissed her. She wrapped her arms around him and he began to hold her tightly. He couldn’t let go of her himself. She pulled away. “Oh.” He took a long hard look at her and ran away. She started to cry. She stayed at the lake, until she was disturbed some minutes later by whistling. She turned around to find a short burly man with a beard holding an axe. She jumped up in fright and screamed. This made the man scream.


              “You scared me!” Vicky yelled.


             “I’m only minding my own business, guarding Lothlorien!” He cried.


             “Oh. Sorry then. You look like a…Dwarf.” She said, studying him.


             “Aye. Gimli, son of Gloin is my name.” He informed her.


             “Oh my goodness…your Legolas’ best friend!” She exclaimed.


             “You know Legolas?” He asked her excitedly.


             “Well yeah, I met him last week. She told him


             “What, pray tell is your name?” He asked her suspiciously.


             “Vic…around here I’m called Belaralia.” Gimli rubbed his beard in thought for a second.


            “Hmmm…. can’t say as I know of you. But you seem nice, so I will sit with you while I do some fishing.” Vicky felt slightly awkward by this, but she was too upset to care. “So what is your relationship with Legolas?” He asked forwardly. She started to shuffle around, and began to make some daisy chains in an attempt to make the question less uncomfortable for her.


           “We were romantically linked, but we went our separate ways.”


           “Within a week! Ho! I had no idea old Legolas was such a scoundrel!” He chuckled. He then saw her hurt expression, and told her:


              “Elves are funny folk. For a while I myself had a distrust of them until I was forced to form a camaraderie with Legolas. He has proved to be one of the most trustworthy people I have ever had the pleasure of knowing, he is kind and almost always knows best.” Vicky sighed.


              “That is what I fear.” She cried. He put his arm around her, and they remained there silently, until it was time to turn in. Vicky managed to sneak in without attracting the attention of Legolas. 


              The next day, Vicky met up with Gimli again, at the lake.


             “What exactly did he do to you?” He asked, whilst beating some fish on a rock.


             “Nothing that was his fault…it’s to do with the Elven law conflicting with his own values. I shouldn’t blame him really…I don’t know, he’s too distrustful of his own judgement.” Gimli looked confused for a while, then he understood her meaning.


             “Sometimes he is, it depends on the situation.” He said wisely.


             “I’ve got to get some lunch, I’m starving.” She said, rubbing her belly.


             “Well I’ve got lots of grub here.” He told her, holding up a beaten fish. She grimaced. “Alright, suit yourself. Each to his…her…their own!” He said cheerfully, munching on a fin. She walked back to the house. About half a mile from the house, she saw a tall slender figure in the distance. It was making strange movements. She watched as it pivoted on one toe, then leapt up on to the branch of a tree. Next the figure did a cartwheel and got an arrow from behind his back and released it. Vicky watched the arrow as it tore through thin air. It seemed to go on forever, until the figure leapt out from the tree and landed on a branch about a hundred yards away, and catching it in one hand a second before it was due to hit the trunk of his target. He put the arrow back in his satchel and jumped off, landing cat-like on his feet. Vicky looked more closely at him, and saw who it was. It was, of course, Legolas. He had come out of the shade of the trees, and she could see he was topless. The sight of his gleaming muscles took her breath away. She couldn’t move because she was frozen in her place. As soon as she regained control, she continued on her way to the house before he could catch a glimpse of her. But he did. The mere rustle of her feet on the grass caught his senses. He looked as she disappeared over the hills five hundred yards away, and felt a rush of passion burning in his heart. He felt happiness at seeing her again, and when she went over a hill, he began to cry. His tears dropped onto the blades of grass, and quickly crystalised.�






Chapter Six





The next day, Vicky stayed in the house grounds. In an ironic attempt to forget about Legolas, she did some archery practise with Elrond. She failed to hit any of her targets, 


              “You must focus your mind on the target first, and your arrow last. Now, try again.” Elrond frustratedly nudged her shoulder. She picked up an arrow, and missed her target by two circles. He sighed, and picked up two arrows from the pile. He placed them in his bow simultaneously, and shot them into two adjacent targets, hitting each in the bull’s eye. Vicky gasped.


              “Belaralia, it is quite simple when you understand the theory behind archery.” He told her, giving her an arrow. Try an exercise I often do when practising. One pretends that his target is an enemy; an enemy one has a strong grudge towards. That way, the anger burning inside you is channelled through the bow, and more often than not, hits the target with precision. I myself like to pretend the bull’s eye is an Orc, as they are the ones I most often have to attack in real life. Choose yours wisely, and do not tell me.


              “But…I don’t have an enemy Elrond.” She informed him shyly.” He chuckled.


              “I find that very peculiar. Surely there has been someone in the past who has caused harm to you, physically, or mentally…who has given you an anger burning like a fire inside of you.” She pictured that scum sucker Paul’s face in the bull’s eye, and fired the arrow almost subconsciously; it hit the bull’s eye, and caused a dent in the target. She stood there in shock, unable to speak. Elrond clapped and smiled.


             “And that’s all there is to it!” He threw her something. It was a satchel containing a large bronze bow and twenty arrows.” She caught it and looked inside. 


                 “Thank you…. it’s beautiful.” She stuttered.


                 “You’ll do it justice won’t you?” He asked her cautiously.


                 “Er…yes, of course I will. Thank you so much.” He walked away from her, grinning to himself. 


                The next day was the day before Vicky’s leaving date. She woke up to find that there was an Orc attack on Galadriel’s palace. She saw dozens of Elves fighting them with their arrows and swords.  She noticed Elrond was taking down a large number of Orcs, but they kept coming. She suddenly saw Legolas fighting too, and felt a strong urge to join the battle. She ran down to the battleground, and got her bow and arrows. She started to shoot at the Orcs. She took a few down. I could really do with some practise, but I‘m not doing too bad!  She thought to herself. While he was shooting, Legolas looked to his left to notice Vicky fighting too. He was puzzled, but smiled when he saw Vicky enjoying herself. He continued shooting, until he noticed an arrow coming towards Vicky, immediately he leapt up to catch it, and succeeded, but was shot by another arrow instead. Vicky looked down at him on the ground in shock. Everything seemed to go on in slow motion from then, until she saw blood trickling from the wound in his chest, and him coughing up blood. When she realised what had happened, she screamed.


“No!“  Elrond looked over at her. He called out her name.


“Belaralia!” He saw her eyes filling up with tears and her looking down. He followed her gaze, and what he saw caused him to scream too. He saw the offending Orc looking at him with a smirk, and an anger that he had never felt in all his thousands of years began to boil up inside of him. Suddenly, he roared.


                      “You shall pay!” And he gathered up four arrows into his large bow, and shot the fierce Orc once in the head, and three times in his heart. The Orc immediately fell to the ground dead, and as some of the other Elves started to run to Legolas’ aid, more Orcs emerged. Elrond was running out of arrows, but his anger was still burning hard. He shot down a dozen more Orcs, until he was surrounded. He was about to give up all hope, until suddenly he noticed them beginning to fall down. He watched in amazement, as the Orcs directly surrounding him were oddly decapitated one by one. He looked around in astonishment, until he noticed a large Dwarf standing before him, twirling his axe in his hand.


                   “Gimli”, he grinned, “You always surprise me.” Gimli let out a long boisterous laugh. His laughter stopped when he saw Vicky cradling Legolas in her arms. Elrond remembered the cause of his anger and ran towards him with Gimli. He pushed through the crowds with the Dwarf. They both crouched down. Vicky spoke in tears.


                      “He was shot…. Saving my life.” 


                      “No surprise there.” Gimli blinked. Elrond started to sob. 


                      “Legolas, old friend, stay strong, we will get elixirs, lots of elixirs.” Legolas touched Elrond’s cheek, and his eyes glazed over. As soon as Vicky could bear no more, she ran back into the house. She spent the rest of the day grieving in bed. It’s a well known fact that elves can be easily killed in battle despite being immortal. She didn’t eat, or sleep. 


�



Chapter Seven 





The next day was the date of her departure. Present at the transportation base were Galadriel, her King, Elrond and Gimli, among other officials. Glumly, she stepped into a beam of light that was being powered by Galadriel. Vicky was angry that her memory was still going to be erased.


                         “If you wish us not to invade your mind, we will not.” Galadriel nodded at Vicky. For a minute Vicky looked confused until she remembered that Elves are telepathic creatures. She half-smiled and awaited Elrond’s signal. She decided to push her thoughts of Legolas to the back of her mind, and concentrated on going back to cruel reality with only her bow and arrows as souvenirs. Suddenly, she saw a figure in the distance walking towards the base. He looked focused on her. Vicky gasped as she realised it was Legolas. She stared at him in shock as he walked up towards her, and took her hand.  


                         “I…I…thought you were dead.” She gasped. Legolas smiled.


                         “Elves live forever.” He told her. She gulped as he climbed onto the square. “What are you doing?” She cried. 


                         “If I cannot be with you in my world, I will be with you in yours.” This shocked Vicky. Elrond and Galadriel immediately stepped forward, and Elrond spoke.


                         “You cannot Legolas! You will alter the course of history!” He cried.


                         “He’s right, you’ll stick out like a sore thumb in my world.” She told him. Legolas looked down, grumpily, then he marched up to Galadriel. He kissed her hand.


                        “Dear Lady, I ask you humbly, will you grant Belaralia two gifts for me?” He asked with his head bowed. Vicky stared at the spectacle.


                       “What may they be, my friend?” She looked down at him.


                       “The first one is to let her stay with us. The second one is to let her be my wife.” Vicky shut her eyes tightly in a mixture of joy, confusion and dread., and listened as everyone around her gasped in disbelief. Galadriel turned to her husband. He looked at Legolas’ sincerity and said to Galadriel.


                               “T’would appear to be what he wants the most.” He said to her. Galadriel held his hand, and turned to Vicky.


                               “Belaralia, is this what you wish too?” She asked Vicky telepathically. Vicky looked around her, at the harsh, disapproving faces, and then finally at Legolas, his soft, smiling expression assuring her. She nodded at Galadriel. “Then, Belaralia, you may stay here in Mirkwood with us“, she told her, making the beam of light disappear. Legolas grinned. “As for marrying Legolas, it is a deep-rooted law that Elves must only marry their own, so I cannot allow him to marry a human…” Legolas buried his face in his hands, and then Galadriel continued. “Which is why I must transform you into an Elf, and give you my blessing.” Vicky gasped in delight, as Galadriel waved her long fingers at her. She could feel herself tingling, growing slightly taller. She felt her ears getting pointier, and when the transformation was complete, Legolas ran over to Vicky, and embraced her tightly. Suddenly, she could hear music. 


                         “My Elf senses are picking up music from far away.” She felt worried, until Galadriel chuckled.


                            “Tis not your senses, but the music for your wedding.” All of a sudden, Legolas and Vicky’s clothes turned into fine, bridal wear. Elrond stepped forward, and muttered Elvish words that Vicky could suddenly understand. He clapped his hands, and Gimli approached Legolas with a gold ring.


                          “Was my mother’s.” He sobbed happily. Legolas smiled at him, and placed the ring around Vicky’s finger. Elrond pronounced them man and wife.


                          “From now on, you are to be known as Prince Legolas and Princess Belaralia Greenleaf of Mirkwood.” He grinned. The Elves cheered, and everyone got up to dance. Finally, Legolas and Belaralia enjoyed one long, passionate kiss together, and spent the rest of the evening with Gimli, and that night…Legolas had the satisfaction of knowing he had done the right thing.





